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The Sugar Shack 


September 22, 1915 

| had runaway from my mom every Friday night for the past year since my dad split. He was the one | was 
closest to. We had just moved to California two years ago and it was a hell of a lot different from Maryland. 
The atmosphere, the drugs, and especially the music. 


It was 4:45 pm and | had just gotten off of my third and last bus to North Hollywood. North Hollywood 
contained the club scene, where most teenagers in the LA area would go to dance all night and listen to the 
best music around. It was a place to escape and a place to do whatever "bad" thing you wanted to. | even 
found myself having a routine every time | attended Rodney's or The Sugar Shack. First | would grab a drink 
Since it was an "under 2l" club they would only sell fountain drinks, but I'd gone there enough to know where to 
get some booze if | wanted to. Then came the Quaaludes. Something about that numbing sensation made 


everything more enjoyable. After that | could do whatever the fuck my dazed mind wanted me to. 


| made my way across The Sugar Shack, on a mission for my first dosage of ludes. Some "sorry's" were 
exchanged as | casually bumped into people along the way. | felt another bump on my shoulder, and as | turned 
to say yet another sorry, | froze. The words just couldn't come out. It wasn't just another teenage face. 


Everything around me was in slow motion as her stunning blue eyes stared back at me. | was at a loss for 


words. Something about her captivated me. | had seen her a couple of times at The Sugar Shack. She would 
walk in with what seemed to be her twin sister. In that frozen moment we shared, my heart started racing. 
Those few seconds of admiration were abruptly stopped by the rather annoyed voice of her sister, "C'mon 
Cherie! Let's go dance, Bowie's playing.” Cherie slowly walked on to the dance floor, shortly followed by her twin 
sister, Marie. Once they were out of sight and swallowed by the influx of people, | whispered two words to 


myself, "Holy shit" 

The Sugar Shack truly was the best place for someone to runaway to. When | would be there | would feel 
wanted. | would feel relatively popular. Nobody at school really wanted to talk to the girl who had a dream of 
playing rhythm guitar with an all girls rock band. They thought | was absolutely mental. Little did they know 
that tonight my dream had started to come true. 

My night clubbing was almost over and | couldn't get Cherie out of my mind. | was walking out of The Sugar 
Shack when | noticed a tall skinny looking figure standing by the front wall of the club. | took a closer look at 
his face and | was star struck. It was Kim-fucking-Fowley! Holy shit! | thought to myself. He was THE Kim 


Fowley. He was a world-renowned record producer for most of my favorite bands. | knew with my dream in 


mind, | would never have another chance like this again. | had to approach him, and thats exactly what | did. 
Hesitantly, | walked up to him. Not knowing how tall he actually was. | looked up at his face and just kind of 

stared; mesmerized by how awkward he looked. He had his hair slicked back and a bunch of silver and grey 
triangles painted on his face. He gaped down at me and said dismissively, "Can | help you?" 

"Uh," | said in a loss for words, "I'm... uhm... Joan.. Joan Jett. J-Joan. Joan Jett. | play guit-" 

"You play guitar and l'm the luckiest dog fucker around to get to meet you.. You guys have a demo?" 

"Nah, man. No. No guys. | wanna start an all girls rock n roll band." 

"Maybe | am the luckiest dog fucker," he said in thought. 


| was in shock that he even talked to me. | heard him yell for some other girl's name. 


"This is Sandy West, she is the best female drummer I've heard in a long time." Sandy looked at me smiling. | 
could tell that she had a warm heart, but she could easily beat the crap out of someone if she had to. 


Kim continued, "Sandy, this is Joan Jett. She plays guitar. Get together and call me when you have something 
that makes me want to fuck a dog." 


Sandy and | smiled at each other. | had an instinct that we were going to play killer music together. 


